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l. The guy who fell out of the wall 


Author's Notes: 

Maybe my new fic just had a problem to get uploaded. Could be a failure of my computer. Maybe, I'm just too 
stupid to get it how the fic managed to vanish:( 

Well, | tried again because | sat in front of my computer the whole night to write this chapter, and | hope I'm 
lucky enough to get the story uploaded, 


You can find the translation of the German-Austrian sentences at the end of the chapter. 


Chapter | 


The guy who fell out of the wall 


It wasn't very unusual that Lars shot up and off his drum stool during a show or even during a harmless 
rehearsal of the band, hopping up and down or around his drum set by dangerously swinging around with his 
drumsticks - very often just wearing his boxer shorts and formerly white tennis socks - so his band 
colleagues were pretty used to such a behave of the Danish God of Thunder. 


Jason, Kirk and James had faced the drums during rehearse, also as usual, playing their instruments while 
James croaked the lyrics to ‘Battery’ into his microphone. He suffered from a common cold, so his yelling at 
his microphone sounded a little weak. And this fact didn't help James to find his ‘inner mental balance’, and so 
he let everybody, who wasn't lucky enough to either get himself invisible or to drop dead on the spot, know 
HOW MUCH he had to suffer. None of all the assholes around him seemed to care a shit about him. 


But now Lars gave another show than all the times before, non-stop pointing at the wall behind the other 
musicians with his mouth open and his green eyes nearly popping out of his head, so bassist, rhythm guitarist 
and lead guitarist dropped their fingers and picks off the strings of their instruments. 


"Are you planning to get completely nuts, fucker?" James yelled at the drummer after he had got his earplugs 
out of his ears. "What the fuck are you doing .. Do you wanna demonstrate the newest Danish rain-dance to 


US, OF...” 


"Na, Schatzerl, i bleib net so lang aus, i schwér's mei'm sussen Arscherl .. | konnt's Arschel dauernd küssen, 
ganz g'wiss, demzufolg bin i bloss auf an Katzensprung fort .. Bloss, der Schikander quält mi ja scho die ganz 


Zeit wegadem Libretto ... Fur die Zauberflöt'n halt, Schatzerl .." 


James, Kirk and Jason turned around so fast that they had to hold their instruments tightly to their bodies to 


make sure not to hit another band member with a flying part of the instrument. 


Now they also stood there with their mouth's wide open and stared at the opposite wall and the ‘event what 


was going on over there. 

Well, the whole thing seemed to go on INSIDE the wall, more or less. A person in ridiculous clothes - a male 
person, as it looked like - partly stuck inside the wall. At first sight. His right arm and leg and most of his 
torso had entered the rehearse room of the Metallica guys, his head popped in and out of the wall while he 
produced the typical soothing lies a guy used to produce to have a chance to meet other guys for getting 
wasted. Just the language sounded weird and unfamiliar. 

The shrilly sounding voice BEHIND the wall was female, and it was clear that the woman didn't buy a word. 
Something hard hit the other side of the wall and burst into pieces of glass or porcelain. 


This was the exact moment when the man ‘inside’ the wall did the only logical thing the band members were 


able to understand on the spot - he hastily hopped out of the wall and fell down on his ass. 


Onto the floor of Metallica's rehearse room. 


His over-dimension, white powdered wig with the ridiculous and frozen looking rows of wig-hair rolls on both 
sides of the monster, and the ruffled ponytail - fixed with a black ribbon from satin - half had been fallen of 
the guys head, and an also ruffled mane of light brown hair tried to win the upper hand. The owner of the wig 
quickly noticed the nearing catastrophe and did his very best to stuff back his non-compliant hair, and to 
cover up his head with the now very ruffled white wig. 


While he did so he gave a series of annoyingly shrill but nervous sounding laughter and giggles, and in between 
he talked non-stop in the weird sounding foreign language. 


"What .. what's he .. What THE FUCK is he saying?" James asked, getting angry. 
He turned around to stare at Lars. 
"LARS!" 


Lars nearly jumped becouse he had tried to get it what the wig-man on the floor was talking and swearing 
about. Now he looked at James and shrugged. 


"How THE FUCK should | know that? l'm not THAT good in understanding - or even speaking - this, well, 


interesting dialect of these guys from Vienna, but .." 


"Vienna? VIENNA?" James face now had reddened. "Don't tell us shit like this! Where the fuck is fucking 


Vienna?" 


"James, please try to remember," Lars soothingly answered and lifted his hands. "We played several shows in 
Vienna ... You know, Vienna in Austria ... It's a pretty large city in Austria .. The basic language is German, but 


there are lots of dialects .." 


"All these Germans have lots of dialects," James growled. Only the word ‘beer’ seems to mean the same all 


over the European continent, and mostly you get some kind of beer if you order ‘beer’, even in Denmark" 


"Yes, yes, yes," Lars sighed, ignoring James' provocation. "Now, as | have mentioned, lm too familiar with 
AUSTRIAN dialects, so | need a little more practice to get it what the .. well, male person, who fell right 


through this absolutely solid wall into our rehearse room, wants to tell us .." 
At this moment Kirk cleared his throat. 


‘Guys, I'm totally sure that this guy has to be a hallucination .. A group hallucination perhaps ... Do you 
remember who has made the coffee today? Maybe, someone put in some stuff .. you know what | mean .. to 
get us hallucinating, so we all just think to see a weird guy coming out of our wall ...| just wanted to mention 


this possibility ..." 


"Funny, really funny, Kirk," James barked at the poor lead guitarist. "May | remind you that you don't drink 
coffee but always one of your teas with which you easily could get a vampire to dust by pouring the stuff 


over him without the necessity of using a wooden stake?" 


"Hey, wait a minute, WAAAIIIT a minute ..” 


"Eh, excuse me, gentlemen?" 

This came from the man who still had his satin clad ass at the floor of Metallica's rehearse room. 
In perfect English. 

Immediately, everybody stared at him. 

"Yeah?" James tried to stay calm. "So you can speak some .. eh, English? | mean, for a hallucination 


| certainly don't know what you mean with ‘a hallucination’ by addressing my person, my good man, but you 
need to know that | am familiar with French, Danish, English, Italian, and of course, Latin and Greek ... Also | am 
used to speak some Hungarian and Russian ... Unfortunately, | don't master all of the Belgian dialects my dear 
father had wanted me to master. | suffered from a dangerous fever while we had the pleasure to stay there 
.. But you have to know that | already used to play at every important royal court all over Europe, right in 
front of the Royalties, as a very, very little one ... And, of course, | played my violin and the piano without the 
slightest hint of mistakes, | want to point out .. To the contrary, | soothed down the beloved Royal mother of 
our - also - beloved actual sovereign, the very, very beloved and beautiful Maria Theresia in a way that | 


have been honoured with an invitation to sit in her lap .. As a very young child, of course." 
"Really?" James stared at the guy with blank eyes. He was out of ideas what to say. 


"Yes." The wigged guy got onto his feet what wasn't too easy because of his ridiculous black and slippery 


lacquer shoes. 
Then, he nervously giggled once more. 


"Eh, | guess that something interesting happened as | tried to escape my wife for just one evening .. She is a 
little DOMINANT, you have to know, so | maybe tried too hard to escape, and that's why something STRANGE 
must happened. Not that | want to complain, but you guys look a little .. unfamiliar to me, and the noise you 
have made while | have been busy to escape, eh, through this wall, sounded very disharmonic and hurt my 


ears ...” 


"Now, that's enough, fucker," James barked at him, staring icy blue daggers at the guy. "Metallica is the 
biggest and best Metal band all over the world, and | don't accept ..." 


"JAMES!" This was Lars. "Haven't you noticed yet that the guy might have entered our shabby rehearse room 
through something like a ‘time portal’? | fucking guess which person he could be, after having listened to the 
stuff he has told us .. He's a musician .." 


The other man gave Lars a pleased smile and bowed at him. 


"| see, you are a gentleman of best mamers, Sir .. You are a Dane, right? | am glad to meet you," he said. 


"Yes, of course ... | am Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart .. Amadeus for you." 


Translation of the German-Austrian sentences at the beginning: 


"No, sweetheart, | won't stay too long, | swear it to my sweetheart's cute piece of arse ..| want to kiss your 
cute arse all the time, that's for sure, so | will be back in no time .. It's just because this guy Schikaneder 
constantly is a pain in my arse because of the libretto ... Of my composition ‘Die Zauberfléte', sweetheart, you 


know ...” 


The guy who didn't play guitar 


Author's Notes: 
Second chapter of "It's Amadeus for you". Enjoy! 


Chapter 2 - The guy who didn't play guitar 


"Excuse me - but did you say ‘Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart?" James cautiously asked, staring at the man with 


the wig and the unfamiliar clothes. 


The other musicians stared at Mozart, too. Lars scratched his head, ruffling his long hair in the process, while 


he looked at the man who had fallen through Metallica's studio's room without warning. 

He didn't know what to say, and this could be called a rare event in Lars' case. 

Usually Lars - aka ‘the motormouth' - wasn't out of words to master every situation. He mostly used his 
inborn talent to corner everybody to get what he wanted to get. And if someone didn't get it immediately what 
Lars wanted him to get, Lars always was prepared to talk the ‘enemy’ into the ground. 

But this was a situation Lars wasn't prepared for. 

‘Of course," said the guy, who had been fallen out of the wall of the band's rehearsal room, now. He 
charmingly smiled at the four musicians. "Yes, | am Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart, the worlds greatest and 
famous composer." 

He elegantly shrugged. 


"But it's ‘Amadeus’ for you," he generously added. 


"Well, Amade .. Amadeus ... Eh, how did you do this trick? | mean, there has to be a trick, so how did you do 
it," James asked after he had cleared his throat. 


"A trick? Excuse me! Do you want to tell it just has been a TRICK? This is ridiculous. What did you say - a 
trick? Are you nuts? How could you think that it has been a trick? Ridiculous!" 


Amadeus stared daggers at James who started to get uncomfortable more and more. 


"Exactly," James immediately gave back now, getting angry. "| don't have another explanation. You walked 
through the wall of our studio and want us to believe the shit you've told us ... Fuck! This isn't real. There 
must be a trick, and don't you tell me about time portals and shit like this .. So, how did you do it?" 


Amadeus shrugged and held James’ eye-contact. He looked unimpressed. 


"| don't know how this crazy thing could have happened. | really don't know," he answered. "Maybe my wife has 
done it. Maybe she's a witch, who knows. She always tries to win the upper hand in our fights, just because | 
wanted to go out, while she wants me to stay at home ... Ridiculous! As if | would think about cheating on her 
~ What an ideal | never would cheat on my beloved wife. Never!" 


"Really?" Jason now threw in. "Don't tell us shit like this! I've read a biography about Mozart, and the author 


very clearly remarked your continuous cheating on your wife." 


"Well, yes .. yes. But it doesn’t count," Amadeus admitted, slightly looking uncomfortable. Then he smiled at the 
Metallica guys once more. "It really doesn't count, | swear, because it always has been the singers of my 
operas which | had to give some pleasure .. Mostly to the soprano prima donna, but sometimes | also did the, 


well, the .. you know .. well, | did .." 


"You also have done the male main singers?" Jason coolly asked. "How nice of you. This must have been ver 
g y Yy Y 


difficult and exhausting for you ... Did it work?" 


"Absolutely," Amadeus said and giggled, now amused. He slightly dropped his upper eyelids, looking dreamily. 
“These singers are so sensitive and easily confused and unsecure. They usually complain about being treated 
like an ordinary and incompetent singer of the chorus, or about their make-up or the lack of respect they 
have to suffer from .. Its awful. And it's always the same. Also every one of them wants to be the darling of 
the composer, or maybe the director of the opera house .. Nobody is interested in the composer's suffering .. 


Its AWFUL!" 
"Sounds familiar," Jason murmured. 


"Yes, it IS awful .. They all want to sleep with me because l'm the composer, and because a lot of kings or 
other noble people love my compositions. So, sleeping with them is a usual thing, and everybody does it, as long 
as he's famous enough. It's just business. Nothing else .. So, how should | push back a beautiful woman with a 
fantastic voice, or a good looking guy, when | have to work with them and want them to give their best? No 
way! You have to sleep with them - all of them. It doesn't matter if you're totally exhausted because of 
having to sleep around, just becouse of business ... | always try to explain this fact to my wife but she didn't 
get it. She always insists that | immediately have to come home after I've finished my work at the opera or 


with the orchestra. It's really exhausting to satisfy the wishes of all of them." 
Amadeus dramatically sighed, stroking his ridiculous wig. 


"But my beloved wife doesn't get this, as | have pointed out. I'm bringing home all my hard earned money, and 


what does she do after having thrown my hard earned money out of the window? Suspecting that I'm sleeping 


around ... It isn't fair!" 


James, Jason, Lars and Kirk now looked at each other. James still wasn't sure that the guy who fell through 
the wall wasn't a hallucination. Kirk had suggested that it has to be a ‘group hallucination’. Maybe he had been 
right. There always was the possibility that someone had put some drugs into the band's coffee or tea. 


But James knew that he wasn't intoxicated by drugs or unknown medicine. He also wasn't drunk. So, this 


Amadeus had to be real. No hallucination. 


Since a very long time now James hadn't been drunk, because he didn't want to lose Jason 


Jason had told James that he didn't want to share his bed with a drunken guy. So James at first had reduced 
his daily alcohol consumption to a minimum, and finally he stopped drinking because he didn't want his lover to 


throw him out of the house they both lived in. 


The house belonged to Jason but James loved it. Jason had done everything to get the house as comfortable 
as possible. James felt so good and relaxed by just looking at the house from the outside. 


Of course he always felt happy and beloved by Jason who was the love of his life. He hadn't known about his 


sexual preference until Jason had the courage to make a pass on him and to tell him about his feelings. 


Now Lars had got back his voice after having stared at Amadeus without a word, not believing what was going 


on. He looked uncomfortable. 


"That's a really good story, Amadeus," he said after having cleared his throat. "But | still can't believe the 
fucking shit about an event what has to be just a fantasy .. | also don't know much about physics but | know 
that there are four dimensions - and not five or six .. Or whatever. Maybe you're a ghost ... | can live with 
having a ghost inside your studio. But | can't accept the story about a fucking composer who has passed a 
time tunnel to get on our nerves. So | would prefer it if you'd live inside Metallica's studio as a ghost who 


keeps shut his ghostly mouth. Metallica is working on a new record, and we don't like to get disturbed by 


people who are ghosts and have to keep shut their mouths'." 
He gave a deep sigh. 


| really don't know why a fucking ghost has to get us confused .. | guess that it has been Dave Mustaine's 
sick idea .. Yes, it has to be Mustaine." 


‘Oh, come on, Lars," Kirk immediately threw in. "How should Mustaine have the power to get the ghost of 
Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart to haunt Metallica. This is an absurd idea. As | have mentioned, the guy has to be a 


group hallucination We should ignore him and .." 


"IM NO HALLUCINATION," Amadeus immediately yelled. He looked furious now. "You must be crazy to even 
think about an idea like this. I'm the world's greatest composer, I'm extremely talented - everybody lets me 
know how talented | am - and | don't accept the weird idea of being a ghost. I'd like to get some respect, even 


if it comes from guys who had severe problems to play their instrument .. If those items can be called 


‘instruments’, but I'd like to doubt it" 


"WHAT?" James barked at Amadeus. "This is impertinent, fucker. I'm playing the rhythm guitar, Kirk is playing 


the lead guitar, Jason is playing the bass, and Lars is our drummer." 

"Yes, yes, I've got it. Well, did you say that your instrument is a guitar? How funny. | never played such a 
perverted looking guitar," Amadeus arrogantly answered. "Well, | have to admit that all of those instruments 
aren't familiar to me .. | never have played an instrument what produces the sound of a chorus of minor 


devils in hell .. Oh, maybe | AM in hell.” 


"This would be a very good idea," James shot back. "I'd like to get you punished for an eternity ... Yeah, this 
would be best." 


He threw back his long golden mane while staring at Amadeus. 
Again, Amadeus’ look at James got something very dreamily. 


"Oh, how beautiful you are," he breathlessly sighed. "Your golden hair ... it's just adorable .. Mmmhhh, yes, | 
think I'll stay." 


3 - The guy who insisted to be a genius 


Author's Notes: 
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Chapter 3 - The guy who insisted to be a genius 


James covered his face with both hands, giving a desperate groan. 


"What, the hell, have | done to deserve this," he murmured. "We have treated Mustaine a little bad, that's 
right - but there's no cause to punish us like this .. Mustaine is such a perverted fucker. But | didn't know 
about his ability to summon up a ghost." 


"lm not a ghost!" Amadeus cried out and stomped his foot. "Your impertinence is unbelievable! Do | look like a 
ghost? | guess you aren't familiar with ghosts, but let me tell you that ghosts aren't interested in guys like 
you. You look like demons from hell...” 


"That's enough now," Jason barked at the ‘ghost. "You came in without warning, and now we should believe 
your completely crazy story. Mozart died 1193 and now it's 1994. I'd say that there is a SLIGHT difference in 
time, don't you agree?" 


Amadeus looked at Jason with his eyes wide open in shock. Then he shook his head. 


"No, this can't be right," he whispered. "Tell me it isn't right. Please! How should | have managed to get from .. 
actually 1791 to 1994? Nol It can't be real. You are lying to me." 


James gave a low groan and looked at Amadeus now. 

"Everything could be real if Dave Mustaine wants to mistreat Metallica. He would sell his soul to the next best 
devil, just to get his revenge. And now he might have decided to get the power to summon ghosts. Of course, 
he also had to sell his shabby soul to the Devil himself 

"I am NO GHOST!" Amadeus immediately elled at him. His face had reddened in fury. "I'm Wolfgang Amadeus 
Mozart, and l'm a genius. Everyone says that I'm a genius, and let me tell you that I'm NOT amused to be 


called a ghost. This is impertinent!" 


Amadeus ripped off his wig and threw it aside. His light brown and long hair was ruffled but he didn't care 


about it. He stared daggers at James. 


"Who do you think you are?" he furiously asked. "You might be a good looking guy but that's all." 


"Wait a minute, fucker!" Jason barked at Amadeus now, throwing back his long, curly and chestnut coloured 


hair. "I don't like your impertinence, too, and | don't accept your tone by addressing my boyfriend" 
"Aaahhh!" Amadeus smiled at Jason. "He is your BOYFRIEND? How rice. So, do you sleep with him?" 


"That's none of your business," Jason furiously hissed at him. Then he looked at his band mates. "I'd say we'll 


throw the impertinent fucker out - NOW!" 


James lightly stroked Jason's back. He knew that Jason really could explode like a volcano if someone didn't stop 
to make him angry - especially if another person tried to offend James. 


Sometimes Lars called Jason a mother hen, and he mostly gave a brief "cluckcluckcluck" whenever Jason got a 
little too protective, but in a low tone because Jason would have stomped him into the ground because of the 


Dane's impertinence. 


Jason always looked very good if he got furious, letting his long curly, chestnut coloured hair fly while his blue 
eyes looked darker as usual - dangerously darker. His muscles were all tensed up while he stared at his prey 
like a wild cat, ready to kill At this point most of the so-called enemies used to back-off as fast as possible. 
Who was stupid enough to go on with his insults had to get rescued by James who used to throw himself 
between the combatants. 


AND the sex after such an event usually was extremely hot, and James loved to get dominated by Jason. 


But now it wasn't the right time to risk a fight between Jason and Amadeus. 


Amadeus still stupidly smiled at both men, but didn't make another pass on James. Jason gave a low growl, but 


James' hand on his back relaxed him. Amadeus briefly and ironically lifted one corner of his mouth, and 


everybody got it that the composer really was EXPERIENCED. 


He also had to be a well-trained liar who was used to get what he wanted. 
Now he pointed at James’ white guitar. 
"You said THIS would be a guitar?" 


"Yeah. An Explorer," James proudly answered. "One of the best. AND the humbuckers have been designed by 


me. 


"Ah." Amadeus didn't look impressed. "I don't know what ‘humbuckers’ are, but this so-called guitar looks a little 
.. well, disabled." 


James grinned. "Maybe for your eyes. But this guitar has an excellent sound, and | like it a lot .. OF course | 
have multiple other guitars but | love my white Explorer." 


"Hhmmm." Amadeus suspiciously eyed the guitar. "But the body doesn't look right, really. | doubt that the thing 


can give more than some weak sounds." 
James grinned once more at Amadeus, and Kirk and Lars did the same. 
"The guitar is electrified .. | also play the Acoustic but this one is electrified" 


"E ... electrified?" Amadeus eyes went wide as he stared at James. "I never heard about this ‘electrified, 


especially not when it comes to instruments." 


"Understandable," James gave a slightly vicious smile. He threw back his golden mane what got Amadeus’ eyes 
even wider. "You guys from the ... well, eighteenth century, right ... didn't know very much. Electricity is a thing 
what comes up in the following century ...| really feel pity about your stupidity - not too much, of course - 
and | guess that it must have been extremely difficult to compose if you only have some weak candle-lights to 


write down your notes." 


"Hah! That's NOT true!" Amadeus shot back. He arrogantly pointed at his head. "I don't need any kind of light to 
do my compositions. Every note is in my head. | don't have to write it down .. Unfortunately sometimes | have 
to do so, if | need an orchestra to play my great compositions, and | have to write down the notes for EVERY 


instrument because these musicians usually are too stupid to come up with adequate lines. This is so 
EXHAUSTING!" 


"| feel so sorry for you," Jason murmured without enthusiasm. 


Amadeus stared at him, taking in Jason's glittering blue eyes and his chestnut coloured mane. Then he 


charmingly smiled at him. 


"Have | already told you that you also are an extremely good looking guy? | really like the fire in your eyes." 


Chapter 4 - The guy who tried to play a guitar 


Author's Notes: 
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Chapter 4 - The guy who tried to play a guitar 


James was fast enough to get a grip on Jason's arm to hold his lover back as Jason tried to jump at Amadeus 
to make the guy pay for his unbelievable cheek Jason wanted to get free and shook his arm but James’ hard 
gripping fingers and strengths made him stay where he has been - at James side. 

"Let me go! | wanna kill the asshole," Jason hissed and tried to free his arm once more. "It's enough now." 
"Don't even try," James told him in low tone. "The fucker isn't worth your fists." 


Jason hissed again but gave in. He threw back his long curly hair and stared daggers at Amadeus. 


The composer absolutely had got it that the situation now was a dangerous one. He stepped back a little, 
keeping his eyes on Jason. 


Now Kirk and Lars weren't able to keep themselves from grinning any longer. Kirk gave a low whistle. 


"Wow! You better think before talking about shit like this," he told Amadeus. "You have to know that Jason can 
be an arimal if he thinks that he - or James - might have got insulted. In such a case he usually is out of 
control. Totally." 

Now James and Jason grinned, too. 


But Amadeus anxiously looked from Jason at Kirk and back. 


"Eh, yes, yes, | see," he croaked. "I'm really sorry. Really. | just wanted to pay him a compliment ... |.. | am used 


to do so to please other people." 
Jason just gave a low growl while James loosened his grip on Jason's arm. 


In the meantime Lars quickly walked over to the studio's wall which had allowed Amadeus to get from the 
eighteenth to the twentieth century by opening a time tunnel, or a time portal, all of a sudden. 


Lars stared at the wall for a while then he lifted his hand and knocked at the wall. At first he feared that his 
hand would disappear - but no. The wall was solid, and stayed solid when Lars knocked at other parts. Lars 
couldn't believe it and tried once more. Then he tried again. The result always was the same - the wall was 
solid, and nothing else. 


Finally Lars turned around and looked at his band mates, his green eyes wide open in shock. 


"That's it," he nervously said and ran his fingers through his long hair. "I don't know how - or why - it has 
happened .. But | guess we have to care about this little fucker because he's stranded" 


Jason and James breathed in sharply while Kirk didn't give a sound. Amadeus just stared at Lars. 

‘No way," James finally said, shaking his head. "I don't see why WE should care about the guy who tries to 
make us believe that he's Mozart. We haven't done anything wrong lately, as far as | know, so there's no cause 
to punish us like this." 


| also haven't done anything what's wrong," Amadeus shrilly yelled. "And | don’t .." 


"You just cheated on your wife, fucker," Jason furiously threw in. "Maybe that's the cause, and now you're 


here to get on our nerves." 

“That's not true, and you are mean .." 

"Guys, stop arguing," Lars quickly said, lifting his hands. "It doesn’t help us in any way. We have to accept that 
the arrogant fucker has joined our little party without warning, and as it looks like he hasn't done it on 
purpose." 

"Are you sure?" James asked. "He doesn't look very innocent. | don't trust him." 

Amadeus now was on the edge of his nerves. 

"But | haven't done anything wrong," he sobbed. "Please, believe me. | just wanted to go out, and my wife didn't 
want me to go out, that's all. As she threw this bowl of best porcelain at me | just stepped back, and the next 


moment | fell onto my ass inside this room ...| really don't know how it has happened." 


Tears ran down his cheeks and he tried to wipe them away but without much effect. Kirk felt pity with him 


and reached him a handful of tissues. 


Amadeus glanced at them for a moment, and it came clear to the Metallica guys that he never had seen 
anything like paper tissues before. But he quickly got it what to do with them and wiped away his tears and 
blew his nose. 


"I'm sorry," he murmured. "I didn't want to cry." 


‘Its okay," James said after having cleared his throat. He felt uncomfortable. "I guess that none of us has done 
anything wrong or on purpose, so we better try to accept what has happened" 


"James, I'm so proud of you," Lars immediately said, giving James a wide smile. "You are right, perfectly right 
"Really?" James glanced at Lars in disbelief. 


"Absolutely," Lars enthusiastically gave back. "You always ... well, MOSTLY are right" 


After this the Metallica guys tried to cheer up the composer who desperately had ruffled his hair in the 
meantime. Lars offered him a glass of wine. Amadeus drained it in no time, so Lars had to fill up the glass 
once more. After he had drained the glass again, Amadeus looked better. 

"Not bad," he said, looking at Lars and licking his lips. "Really not bad. Its Rhine wine, right?" 

Lars just shrugged. 

"| don't know. | just took the next best bottle of wine I've seen in the studio's kitchen" 

He glanced at the bottle from green glass in his hand, studying the label. 

"Yeah, you are right," he then said and grinned. "It's Rhine wine, and a pretty expensive one, as it seems. | 


guess it belongs to Bob .. He's our producer, and he's, well, a little difficult to handle .. But how did you know 
that this is Rhine wine?" 


"Well, l'm a connoisseur, you have to know," Amadeus arrogantly answered. "And l'm an expert when it comes 
to wine .. | never would drink the cheap stuff most people are used to drink. It always has to be the best for 


me, nothing else. | don't care about the costs." 


"Yeah, | see," Lars answered, still smiling charmingly at Amadeus while he bit his tongue. 


He didn't want to tell Amadeus that there won't be enough money to pay for a burial ceremony or a grave 


with a tombstone after the composer's death. 
Instead he just clapped his hands and looked from Amadeus at his band mates with a smile 

Now, what do you think about playing some of our songs to let Amadeus know about our music?" 
James didn't look very pleased 


"Are you sure about this?" he asked and scratched his nose. "He isn't used to listen to some harmless Metal 
music. He might get a shock." 


"Oh, come on! That's ridiculous," Lars shot back "Lets start with something very slow ~" 

"We don't have any ‘very slow’ songs," Jason dryly mentioned 

There was silence for a while. The guys thought hard about the problem. Then Kirk's face lit up. 

"We could play one of our new songs .. | mean, we have two ballads and ." 

"Are you fucking CRAZY?" James furiously hissed at him. "The guy still could be the spy of Mustaine .. 
Megadeth is doing a new album at the moment, too, and | fucking don't wanna risk to get delivered any 


information about our new songs to these fuckers for free." 


Kirk backed off a little because he didn't want to get grabbed and shaken by James. Or maybe something 


worse. 


"That's enough now!" Lars loudly said, clapping his hands once more. "We'll play ‘The Unforgiven’, and | don't 


wanna hear anything against .." 
"But | need an Acoustic for this one in addition," James weakly tried to protest. 


"As if you never would have played an Acoustic before," Lars coldly answered. "Get the fucking guitar, and 


then let's start." 


At first Amadeus refused to wear the earplugs James had given to him, but James insisted and threatened to 
cancel the whole thing. So Amadeus didn't protest any longer and stuffed the earplugs into his ears because he 


wanted to hear the song. 


And the four Metallica guys gave their very best, delivering a flawless performance. James easily switched 
from his acoustic guitar to his Explorer and back. He had got back his singing voice, forgetting that he had to 


suffer from his common cold. 


Jason stoically played his bass line while Lars gave his very best to mistreat his drums with his usual 


intensity. 


Amadeus stared at James with his mouth open He clearly didn't get it that James was able to sing while 
effortlessly switching between the both guitars he had strapped around his neck. 


But then Kirk's lead guitar solo hit in, and now Amadeus stood in front of him and watched Kirk's fingers, 
completely fascinated. He still stared at Kirk's fingers as the solo had ended and James started to sing the last 
verse. Amadeus briefly looked over at James then back at Kirk's guitar and the racing fingers on the 
fretboard, but also at Kirk's right hand with the pick between his thumb and forefinger to pluck the strings in 


the same fast tempo. 


At first Kirk was a slightly irritated by Amadeus wide-eyed stares at him, but then he decided to ignore the 


guy. He was glad as the song was finished, hoping that Amadeus would leave him alone now. 

But he was wrong. 

A completely excited Amadeus pointed at Kirk's guitar with a shaking finger. 

"This .. this has been an unbelievable performance .. | never would have thought about you being such an 
absolutely great musician, maestro, and | really loved to hear and to watch you," he told Kirk, a little 
breathless while looking adoringly at the lead guitarist. "And | would like to try it myself, maestro ... Please." 
"| don't know," Kirk cautiously said, gripping his guitar tightly. 


He wasn't sure what to think about getting addressed as "maestro". 


"Ah, let him try it," Lars then threw in. He still sat behind his drums, having his drumsticks ready to do their 
job. "| don't think that he'll ruin your guitar, Kirk" 


Kirk hesitated for a moment and glanced down at his precious "Bride of Frankenstein’ - guitar but finally he 
gave in. He helped Amadeus to strap the guitar around his neck and showed him how to hold a pick. Amadeus 


quickly got it and started to pluck at the strings. 


Then he happily smiled at the other musicians. 
"Could we play the same song once more?" he asked. "I really like it” 


James and Jason helplessly looked at each other. They both didn't believe in Amadeus’ ability to play a guitar 
without having any practice. And the idiot also wanted to play the lead guitar without having a clue how to do 


so. 
Finally James shrugged. 


"Well, then let's try again" He gave a deep and resigned sigh. "Nobody else is listening, so it doesn't matter if 
the song will be a disaster .. And I'm fucking sure about said disaster." 


He turned around to face his microphone, clearly not amused. Lars didn't care about James’ pessimism and 


counted in. 


James started with his acoustic guitar, and as he switched over to his Explorer, the lead guitar came in, 
played in perfect virtuosity. 


James turned his head, not believing in what was going on. Amadeus had dropped his eyelids, and his eyes had 
lost their focus while he played And he didn't miss a single note, running his fingers along the fretboard as 
fast as Kirk had done the same before. 


It seemed to be a miracle. 


Jason now stood in front of Amadeus to watch the guy who hasn't played such a guitar before. Then Amadeus 
effortlessly hit in with Kirk's solo. His fingers danced over and along the strings and the fretboard. He also 
didn't have any problems in playing with a pick He just used a little more vibrato to enhance some parts of 


the solo, but he played the solo as perfect as Kirk. 


Kirk didn't believe this, and he looked as if he wanted to faint on the spot. This Mozart-guy had to be an 


arrogant asshole, and Kirk didn't want to get blamed by an arrogant asshole. His dark eyes widened in shock. 


James, Jason and Lars had stopped playing because they also were fascinated by Amadeus’ performance. He 


hadn't played an E-quitar before but after watching Kirk for a while he had got it how to do so. 


Amadeus stopped playing too, after he had got it that the other musicians didn’t play any longer, looking at him 
without knowing what to say. 


He gave them a wide smile. 


"Did | already mention that I'm a genius?" he proudly asked. 


